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harvest fields flattened by this storm of hail, calculate the miles
of virgin forest burned to ashes by this fire.

At length, but half alive, they left the room, and Atilio, the
gondolier, steered them, as the whim took him, by the rioting
green of walls from which the autumn leaves were falling. At
the hour of the siesta they landed on the island of San Franceso
del Desertio. A friar, his eyes puffy with sleep, half opened the
wicket-gate, and they caught a glimpse of cloisters, of a well-
head, and, against the dazzling blue, of a single Cyprus. Then the
door was closed against the guilty couple. The clack of sandals
died away and was lost in the silence of drowsiness and prayer,
On another occasion a flicker of flames lit up for them the golden
glints within the dark basilica of Padua, where, to a murmured
hymn, the monks were bearing in procession a great bleeding
Christ. On the empty Lido sands innumerable bathing huts
drawn up in rows told more surely of approaching winter than
did the arrow-shaped flight of birds migrating. From all the
campaniles sounded the evening prayer for grace, and from an
acquiescent sky there fell an absolution on the fleet of gondolas
and all their loads of sin. Fabien, erect at die centre of this burn-
ing, fiery furnace, knew that behind them a threat of storm was
mounting, accumulating all the arrears of a fearful debt. Without
a halt, without so much as pausing to take breath, he was de-
scending an endless flight of stairs in a giddiness of lusts repeatedly
renewed, of rending sensations, of the gloomy stupor of satiety.
But had he ever imagined, for a moment, what he would find
at the bottom of that long descent? Suddenly the rain had come,
transforming Venice to a great mist of moisture. The radiators
gurgled and gave out a smell of hot painted metal that filled the
room's disorder of woman's clothes and books and bottles.
Watchful and experienced, Fanny looked for the first signs of
weariness upon the thin-drawn face,, beneath the mournful eyes.
She began to talk about going home. Fabien. was like a man
waking from a heavy sleep. The course of the descent was
broken, and, on the landing where he rested, he knew that